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One of 8000 ways to wind a Hamilton Automatic 

































LOVE SHOVEL REVIEW #7 


WHERE DO YOU WANT IT? 


7th FUCKING ISSUE 

b °ARHog PREss~i 
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Here I am kid, my so 
utterly self like there never 
was a fish with legs before. 

Like the sun wasn’t gold so 
I painted it, like its scales 
j weren’t my own. Like I said 

I like shadows in caves, _ 

I love the way you love the way I 




Here I am gills under my 
beard you dark wonder, 
so I swim like a man out of 
atmosphere know where I’m~ 
going reel the ink under my 
eyes I bet you didn't know 
a fish could smile. This is 
how I love, this is how I s 1 


Like sunset never kissed 
the ocean's lips before, 











This Euphoria Is 


To be this arrived woman, a new v 
/"jm interesting lass, a clasped PBpjfisS 
|mouth wrapped hands, in a night of 
in a need of 

a soft place to lie me down, oh 

■ lie me down somewhere. BaHS™ 

Pll Apr Your^ 

interest in 

fSk. Sf this euphoria is, to be your l||^H 
fresh thought, to be a 
mounta in slope in summer sun 

cleanly cut through lyPHl 


B which are you? 

To be this brightly 
bedded untouched given, I say § 
§1® I am the field furrowed, 


and none __ 

of the usual 


to be’s, instead a 


simple when or a how-plenty-be we 
There are sleeps awaiting between 
■Pi thighs of how and thee 


uncut thrill 
your 

blessed be. 













THE POETS PLEA TO ODIN 


father what blocks this passage deep? 

how 

can i tap into the ability to lead 

chant 
cull up 

your old ways— 


they birth themselves, here 
upon our mountain 
our land 

a wind 
churning tree 

and dam 
to chop 


cultivating 
enough charge 

to thunder taut our rhythms: 


the elken shrine 
the elder bones—where 
(if any 

do we draw courage to keep trudging: 

our guts, the mission- 

give me a sign—(you did: 

a bird bursting from thicket 
nameless 

for i could not see it, 
lost 

in the pools of 

madness: to 

own it 

but not be 


bound by it— 


In the space of you 
you’ve made many 
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you of all things 
and nothing 
lightly spaced 
gently rounded 
hung around the moon 











Go and get begin 
again, begin against another 
Godless body you yourself 
and you yourself will come 
plainly in the July frost 
when the wet cones are 
colored in. Fog I am your 
wind, snow harry me. 

I have got will get me going 
soon will grieve and get on 
with it the clouds have 
abandoned us already have 
gone out over the water 
to fall to feather and 
be lost. Go and be lost. 

Go and be lost. 


K, I heard it 
I heard you I heart 
the help I know your 
oak and flowing gladly 
River I saw you and 
walked in, mountain I drank 
your smoke. I heard and 
I will listen, I will 
wade in spiders up to the knee 
will sleep on their brown- 
bellied hearts, Goodbye 
me all before 
I'm sayingyes, I'm saying glass 
I'm saying be broken 
as the dawn. 










Crossing over mad, 
age over ice 


ignoring makes sad Sa&lfe 
the slice of life 

the wayward drifting of leather 
over oceans of asphalt 
constantly striving for better 
to a place that: never has fault 


*£*£«*£* 


'?SSt 

mi* ■' 


to he anything invokes the pain of division 
my cells sing of oneness as our bodies are broken 
Longing to lie along you, ignoring time and space 
minute hand spirals while menut arms embrace 
indifferent a las horas spent basking in your aura 
and what drives me out 

of that presence wails ^ 

IS THAT THE END? V & 

IS THAT IT? 


weary, elastic breast of mine is clickh 
with eveiy second hesitated 
the saving made tighter by one flow 
toward the heavy lung I want to land 
Is that the end 
Did Ulysses return home 


Can you S ce an> 
but the cork of the pap 
of what was a miracle of ever opei 
the new single of a New You 
the forced result 
missing 


masterpiece 

piece 


10,000 miles away from me 
for I am a coward, and I am a fool 
I left you shattered, an orphan in Istanbul 
_rra^jnpnr^^f^^ni^| scattered i 


in Constantinople 


keep moving, never 
a rampant, 

r l- the stai 

of this stark white si 
for the name of a soi 

And here comes the 
And here comes the 
of what I wanted t 
And here comes the i 
of where I am 
And here comes the 


rain-soaked 

stocking 


release 

(stalking) 
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Lemur attacks two year 

In Nederland, 

Happy as can be from 

_l rtf UanfiitlCSS 


nmnau y »—7 

In a world full 

Thoughts, 

Leaving the humans 

No need for hostility. 
Curiosity killed the cat 
9 lives and satisfaction 


Morphs into defenses," 
Teeth Snarled out, to bite 
To teach a lesson, 
Backfire. 

Lemur is evil 


Wild animals are blood lusting 
None should out live us, 

We are humans 
Therefore 


Brought it back. We are somehow 

Something no Lemur can do. Better, more worthy of life 
Small human approaching Than every other species. 



Unknown. 

Hand lashes out to pet, 
Peaceful creature 


Or, 

Will we realize our tendency 
To project what we are 
On to other species. 

Did I just bite, 

Or was the small human 
Being threatening? 
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Brain excrements splattered on the page, 
yippidy doo da, yippidy day, 
paranoia dealt with in hazy shades. 

This makes no sense, but I make it sound. 
Trying to write, but everyone is talking. 
Bitter asshole, say, leave me alone, 
mocking voice spoken to to mock someone, 
this poem in front of me speaks about senile, 


Traditional | 

4 I 


Sonnet I 


gangbang at the rodeo, 
gangbang at the capital 
gangbang at the morgue, 
gangbang at the Bachanal, 

Oh boy, that’s a lot of soreness. 
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Him feel it when 
she hooks in. 

three shadows paint cursive 
behind her attention 

until Him’s 

blackness is all vine and coil 

every place Him go, 
she crouches. 

she scratches Him’s mirror 

she tap Him’s blue-ness 

and pockets it 

in grnlons. 

by the handle, 

Him lumber 
Him kneel 

Him feed 

and she 
and she 
and she 
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As Woman (a Projective Curtal Sonnet) 


That it is these we: 

As costumed a seamstress relegated 
In another so sweaty lover - 
passion sweet, 

Thus writ a tale of female 

the everyday multifarious 
roles, 

Living under umbrella ceilings 
& the stitch of time 
relentless.. 



As who could I want - be 

What much am touch unconditionally, 

Who unto respect 

to embrace me 

As am 

as wont & might-be’s , 
as much as taste of you 
&I 


would be... 



















iMndslide 


You fling yourself serene, unaddressed ^ 
simply found. Like bells your skin rings. 1 
Copy this color, your cheeks ashine. 1 

You move swift into blotches of air 
stamp of hot wind cool damp undetermined 
emptinesses. The boys manage with crumbs 

somehow. Their not so innocent cocks 
vigilant. Copy this-lather, their eyes agloss. 
You cannot believe all the comers of i 
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your luck. Like winter inserting itself 
between two blades of summer grass 
you say there is not one but three 

edges to walk. You slide through a day 
saturate, unvanished, freakishly profound. 
Copy this pith, your heart drenched. 

The girls interrupt, press on with full 
fists. Their cunts somehow faultless. 

Copy this fever, their arms outstretched. 

You flaunt yourself unsteady, irresponsible 
somewhat lost. Like a keening throat whines 
Copy this pitch, your collective wrists. 



























A Sandman Soliloquy 


Hypothesis: I’m needed in Sleep, 
in the Seams, 

I’m needed in the hankering after our dreams 
Once filled with green light, 
with what gleamed right, 

And clutched for from 
slippered bodies in the night. 

I’m needed by the grasping sutured teams 
Of those without their organs—left emptied 
Left jellied, and flabby, foul without seed, 

By this their socially ordered and 
structured plight. 

Elsewise, I’m useless. 

I’m run aground. 

And so, I confess— 

I never liked the sound 
Of the masses in bed. 

Eh, I’ll leave the rest unfed. 
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MARCUS SAYZ. 

the greatest sonnet ever written 
was by William Shakespeare 
about the typical goings on 
at a 1590's vegetable cart 

it had nothing to do with love 
or battlefield heroics 
monuments of dust 
or the seduction of a queen 

it was just about the greatness of 
spinach and broccoli and radishes and 
onions and mushrooms and cucumbers and 
carrots and eggplant and cabbage 

or maybe he made it up like a jerk 
and it'd been awhile since he read 
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frustration, beating 
it out, you lout out a shout 
playing racquet ball 


• prompt: Grasshopper Galaxy 

Munching, crunching jaws 
devour our crops, our fortune. 
A million wings sing. 
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Drunken Lobster High School 

Yer claws made heart shapes 
Rosetta blush ‘round my heart 
Go dance the conga a 
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Muse says chomp, 
do so carelessly. 
Tribute. 



^VISIBILITY 

east eebum glur 
we bone nib 
jostle whir shlim: 

a lure web 
sooth a whenken 
nobus weep. 


so lever we jib 
noon mask may 
w ay away, away 





p\vo 


workn obist manna 
soober tooth en bay, 
ah number thorn 


whenst comb 
honey wraith, 
a leiben fork 


mnerst sturt column 
pmmck porch strum 
thlum thlum, thlum— 


a wye wrist tumble to 
un driible spist, 
warespet 
anarnum 


oost > srimble boot 
cJothum kleebite, 
zethum, so laudanum 
lum, lum. 







NE MESIS OF THE INVISIBLE 


LOOK AT ME 
LOOK AT ME 
LOOK AT ME 


I AM THE CENTER OF YOUR ATTENTION 

ATTENTION 

WARNING 

^ TT WARNING 

THIS: IS NOT A TEST 
THIS: IS NOT A TEST 
GET 

UNDER YOUR DESK 
PREPARE FOR ATTACK, CHILDREN, 

BOMBS: ARE IMMINENT, 

YOU 

ARE INANIMATE 
CLAY: TO BE MADE 
INTO SLAVES OF THE STATE, 

IT IS 

YOUR DUTY 
ASA 

CITIZEN 

TO WALK STRAIGHT 
FLY RIGHT 
TUCKIN 
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YOUR SHIRT 

BEND OVER 

TOUCH YOUR TOES 

AND COUGH FOR ME, BABY 

I 

AM YOUR LEADER 
I 

AM YOUR LEADER 
TAKE ME 

TO YOUR LEADER—I 
AM YOUR LEADER 

LEECH 

BRAIN EATER—FEED 
ME BRAINS, FEED 
MY GREED 
MY NEED 

TO HAVE SOMETHING TO NEED—I 
AM WHAT YOU NEED—YOU 
NEED 
TO BLEED 

RED, WHITE, & BLUE—GET 
ON YOUR KNEES 
AND FEAR 
MY GOD, FEAR 
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‘The Timely and Relevant Satire Party’ 
poetry great again! 
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Mouth Muse 

Snaggletooth, 

Rotten maw, 

O Slippery Slob, 
Gargle through me, 
Sniffle for me, 

O Captain of Carnage. 
O Golden Goo, 
Plasma Squeege, _ 


Crystal-Teethed Muff, 

O Red and Glistening Laugher, 
you’re the Voice I am after! 

I will mumble and ummm for you, 

And hum and be humble. 

I will snuffle up, | 

And shuffle chomp, 

And moisten the mucus. 

I’ll ululate, if you’ll undulate 
my tongue from its lashings. 

Oh Fluffle Glomp, oh Sneezie Whom] 
You’re the note I shall hold. 

So snarfle and wheeze and 
Harness the breeze. 

Stand up for this- , 

My body— 

, And the rest of the garbage.. J 








Incantation 



my sickness: 

beneath lousy market squares 
my tomb: 

upon stems and leaves 
resting like teeth 
my resounding: 
in the bellow 
in the hill to bum 
to burn 


burning 


oh, make me flame, 

ash, cinder, dust 

oh, make me forgotten 

and if you must 

heal me 

make me 

numb. 


make me numb 
to music 
that my knees 
not buckle and sway 


numb to worship 
that I dream not 
of distant day 


numb to lovers 
who’ll not kill me 
responding to split & stay 


numb even to your hands 
when you finally steal me away. 


















A penny is a symbol 
of a blessing. 

Start to pick them up. 

You'll find the world 
is strewn with blessings 

Today I found a dime. 
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MOUNTA IN LIST 


vast; monk flying round it; alpine; tree line; 
bark; madness; altitude adjustment; green; the 
springtime; aspen pollen; pine pollen; a 
squirrel; a chipmunk eating a nut; Stella blue jay 
squawking her territory; woodpecker pecking 
his own rhythms; moonshine; cave dwellers; 
hoot owl; mockingbird; hoot owl; fox with 
black socks; hoot owl; wind chime; caribou 
bones; stones; water; the crick that feeds into a 
river; kinnick-kinnick; yarrow; mullein; sage; 
sunshine; daybreak; mama clothes line; naked 
sun bathers; winnow; climb— — 



Dissecting Archetype: The Victim 

I don’t want to wear clothes made by sweaty 
children in Bangladesh but I can’t afford union 
labor because I don’t go to the office more 
where my oh so artsy side is just oh so 
misunderstood 

I don’t want to drone bomb islam but I want 
to drive my car up the mountains because it is 
faster than public transport I just don’t have 
the time for, so busy on projects being ignored 

I don’t want to eat chickens that never felt 
sunlight but their skin is the cheapest and I’m 
ust too weak a sausage to be vegetarian 

I don’t want to displace the residents of 
Denver with the higher rent working for 
yuppies affords but DUI laws in this state are 
just so absurd I need to live close to the bars 

I don’t want to break my mother’s heart by 
living so far from her but most of my friends in 
New Jersey are into marriage career and the 
suburbs and such a wild spirit like mine just 
can’t be held down by those bags 

I don’t want discrimination to exist but I take 
every microphone offered to speak fast and 
rhyme often about the self-loathing of a white 
man knowing I can work a third as hard for the 
same applause as others with these well-worn 
tools 

I don’t want to die but do I deserve to live? 

I take without thought and feel too good when 
I give 

I don’t need to be an American but I am not 
leaving 





Mountain Writing Itsel f ggm 

Human words cannot save thisl 
as rivers of raindrops, like tears,i 
travel ridges back up to red sky. 

Breath of wind in my treesB 
singing blues/wild heart pulsing] 
black rock unconsiderea. JH 


Still, Heavy, 
I Scream. M 


Caving into blue/blacjqH 
no one finds me. 

I gather my flocks and my hen 
into this time this time THISJ| 
TIME what’s here not safe.B 


e stop in our tracks. 

































Pray to the West until the hand of the Great 
Spirit Falls down upon thee... 


A cover, for yr cracking waters, 
A pump, for yr overdose 
A Shadow, for yr green’ed things 




tsss 
















I'm broken now with yon 
as you asked. 



we 

will 

travel 

through 

time. we will. 
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No. 4 

Older brother 

Self-proclaimed^ adversary of God 
Cursed as a fucking jackass 

Ranch talk of what a drainbow looks and behaves like 
Sounds like older brother 
Can’t be as bad of a seed as older brother 
Therefore not a drainbow right? 

Tainting emerald Larimer as the black and clear drip to counties 
But did not get his goat horns cropped 
In the class portrait 
Not as sheltered as younger brother 
Who didn’t realize the gesture was 90 degrees from 
An MS-13 gang sign; remaining piss-minded for being censored 

Halfway rehabilitated to another prison sentence 
Continually selling oneself back into the prison industry 
For the still repeated crimes of a misunderstood youth 
Letters from the penitentiary unresponded to 
Fear of a misunderstood brother 
Put behind county bars at seventeen 

Old enough for a take ID but couldn’t switch up an obvious grilled 

1 cheese front 


Blame the teenage crime spree on weed; blame Uncle Jack's rape 

\ and murder on heroin 



Older brother 

Who knows how to hustle and how to 
So easy to say older brother just wanted 
So easy to be ungrateful for his help 
Who just tried to toughen up younger 


So easy to believe the bitches’ spins of the stories 
When push came to shove 

So easy to say, "Well at least he didn’t rape or murder anyone" 
Would Uncle Jack be serving life in a Florida prison 
If his victim had been male; if he confronted the 

[ preying on 

Asking this question in a poem about older brother-there s 
Did older brother turn out this way because everyone swore he 

[ be as awlul as our 
Forgiving and understanding the pressure of being "the good child 









teamwork 

makes the dream work 
when dreams become 
reality 

mistakes become 
lessons 

growth of endless 

possibilities 
sprout from the seeds 
of imagination 
a flower of moon¬ 
shine 

a reminder we are 
close to the end, 
every moment is 
precious 
k or so we think 


A person so dumb they 
are numb to my powers: 
Destroy with bombs. 


Nemesis: The Super Dumb Ass 
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White Man the Superhero 





I am the Great Recenterer, 

the mythological creature comprised of white skin and man/ 
straight, cis, with an able body and breath of thoughts on 
virtually every subject and not a single ounce of doubt about sharing them. 
Listen to my siren words. 


I will tell you why black lives matter and feminism is important 
while deconstructing the gender binary explaining why this is 
actually an economic issue and recommend who you should vote for 

I will paraphrase bell hooks without citation and misinterpret Coates'' 

-1 will tell you Derrida is probably the most influential thinker of the last century 
and why the Beatles are overrated but Captain Beefhearf s later catalog is ^ ( 
underappreciated during a conversation about women in hip-hop r 





I know why shits fucked up and who’s doing t N 

I will speak on experiences I have no basis in and take credit for your ideas at work 
I can change perspectives so fast you will feel guilty for even having an opinion 



I am the inanarchist 
The mansplainer 

Spreading my legs in public spaces 

I am the phallic 
The loudest 

Spiritually enlightened at a thousand dollars per credit 

V 


am the brightest 


The rightest 

The preservation of 1950 

Listen for my call at the vanguard brewery 
It comes sudden and interrupted 
A clear and confident actually 

followed by the heavy lifting of adding a minor detail 
that had no bearing on the point of the argument jj 

it’s a thankless job but I don’t mind doing it 
You know, that reminds me of something I read recently 
















anothei 


I am White Man 

In a constant struggle for America’s future against 
I get socially executed for resisting their orders 
Stop killing black men 
Stop imposing identity 
Stop saying faggot (not autocorrected) 

Stop using grandather’s slurs 
Don’t they know how it always was? 

I worry about the children 

That they will go into the bathroom and see a transgender person.. 

../being murdered 

I worry they will see Jimmy with two mommy’s and just say OK like it’s 
day 

I worry that giving trophies for participation will force them to miss the lesson that 
life is a game the libtards must be losing 


Get a handout, you j 


I am White Man 
Shoot this gun 
Pull your pants up 


I am White Man 
I have to punch way down 

Once I saw a welfare recipient with sneakers AND a telephone 
This other time a homeless guy drinking in the cold, 

Still another a Mexican got forty dollars for fixing the road, 

So now I have to serve and protect our tax dollars 
before Barry Hussein Obama takes them to turn Congress into a Muslim amusement 
park 


I am White Man Blue Lives Matter 


The thugs are getting uppity and you are a 
Why are you being so divisive 






















Read your Constitution 
One nation under God 
Second Amendment 
Three/fifths 

1776 is relevant but 1967 was so long ago get over it 
I don’t want to press one for English jM| 


I am White Man telling it like it is over you unprovoked 
1 am White Man, ubermensch, scared of nothing 

Oversensitive about oversensitivity because nobody else has the balls to be 
I am White Man judge, jury, and executioner 


I am White Man 

Things mean what they mean 

It’s in the Bible 


Hey ho Hey ho^BPS®®® 8 ^ 
We got swords and boats andl 
Everywhere we go g/M 
We leave our boring art Kmm 


WHY WOULD THE MOUNTAIN SPEAK? 


Hey ho Hey ho 
We talked to God 
He said it’s cool, this is ours 
Just build a church 


go back where you came from 
human dSfr' 

to the humid cities g 

full of smug 0^ fl 


Hey ho Hey ho 

We printed papers in our mirror image 
Bought all the money 


your deaths 
wait there 
like lost lovers 


Hey ho Hey ho 
Language is a memory 


Skoodilypoop, yea 


COCKSUCKING, MOTHERFUCKING 


0 —pardon 

my French, 

i m a pussy and don’t want to help it. 


















mm 








Things start to get boring, you do drugs. 

You do more drugs because it's so much fun. 
People look at you funny, 
you vandalize and disrupt, 

Something is not right, something, is not 
right. 

Call someone quick, figure it out, be saved. 
When you have it all, grateful is not a word, 
when you have it all, you only want more, 
more, 





let's do crimes just so we can get caught, 
but this is really me, why won't you listen? 
To fight for the top of the heap of shit, 
is to turn up some demons, who haven't 
seen the light of day. 
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Steve had been consuming Our Family brand 
prodcuts since he was just a little suckling. His 
mother before him and ner mother before hers, all 
Our Family consumers. He bought the flour and 
baking soda, honey and vinegar, anything with that 
tree over the red background emblem Steve knew 
he could trust, like family, guaranteed. Today, 
though, as Steve pondered crossword clues over his 
morning coffee, something was suddenly not right. 
He didn’t notice it at first, sleepily spooning the 
white powder into his mug as usual. It may have 
tasted slightly different in retrospect, but not 
enough to distract from his acrosses and downs. 
Then about halfway into his cup, Steve was fucking 
turnt up. His palms sweaty, eyes bulging, legs 
shaking and jaw rocking at the cereal that suddenly 
appeared unappealing to the very idea of eating 
being disgusting. Steve was ecstatic but didn’t know 
what was happening. Fie ran a mental checklist of 
what it may be and finally arrived at sugar. The 
sugar. Steve opened the bag and noticed how 
particularly fine and smooth this batch was. He 
took a little on his fingertip and tasted. When his 
mouth went dentist, it hit him. This was not sugar 
at all, this was sweet lady cocaine. And a lot of it. 
Steve was similarly confused, appalled, betrayed, 
and slightly aroused. He reached for the phone to 
give Our Family a piece of his mind, then realized 
he can’t admit to being in possession of a felony 
quantity of narcotics. "What if they didn’t believe 
him? Steve was too old for prison. He sat back down 
and twitched some more while his thoughts ran in 
circles and the crossword puzzle crumpled. After 
about twenty minutes of this he became 
increasingly agitated and started looking around. 
He did have a pound of the stuff and nothing to do 
that day, what harm is a teeny bit more? As he 
poured lines onto the kitchen counter and played 
with straws and credit cards, Steve felt like a man. 
This is how we would live now, super and self- 
important. That is where his sister would find him, 
blue faced with his pants down, three mornings 
later. Because no matter the family, You’re Family, 
guaranteed. 






For Margo, Demented: 

Patterns and fiskers and A/C dialers 
and bible study and medications and 
skin cream for those bags under her 
eyes. She wants to see my breasts, 
just the nipples. She wants to compare 
tummy sizes and thighs. She wants 
to teach me about make-up and 
pubic hair. She wants me to grow 
up ugly, but agreeable. She relishes 
my quirky nature in public at 
family outings to the boat ramp 
shrimp basket and wonders why 
my bikini is still on the rack. She 
wants me to believe in the god that 
gave her implants. She wants me to 
pronounce it Tray-SHOOR and sing 
her Celine Dion before bed. She wants 
a kiss on my mouth as it wails 
"I Surrender” on the home video 
retirement fund infomercial. She 
wants release, respect. She wants 
submission to her mischief, and 
more family outings. 

She wants to claw my . . 

scalp and the curve of my back 
skin with french-manicure. She wants 
me to like it. She wants to highlight 
my hair, and change my clothes. 

She wants to bathe me and feel me 
squeeze her wrist between every 
part of me. She wants to pinch 
my first zit, adjust my first bra, 
holster my first weapons and put * 
the fear of my husband in my 
mouth with hand soap and wooden 
spoons. She wants to blow my 
nose when she cries. She wants to 
hold my hand when she 
laughs. She wants me to drive. She 
tells me men crave a 
vanilla-scented 
young lady 
who knows 
her body 
time 

and place mats. 


She tells me dinosaurs don't exist. 








LOVE POEM FOR THE STATE 

you make me wanna burn churches 
after masturbating on the altar 
coming blood 
all over the white 
cloth. 

you get me hot for revolution, 

wet with anticipation 

for looting 

and locking up cops 

with their own handcuffs. 

i wanna storm your Bastille, stab 
your Caesar, sacrifice 
your savior, slaughterhouse 
his sausage 
to congress for dinner. 

let me arrest 

your no-knock warrant cock block, 
stop and frisk 

your army-surplus, run my fingers 
through the tentacles of your law, 
bang your gavel all night long. 

let me separate your church and state, 
humiliate you publically 
for crimes against humanity, 

wardrobe malfunction 
your GMOs 
too sexy for TV. 

let me taze your rod 
with thy staff, 

comfort woman your Valley of Death— 

shall i compare thee 
to a summer’s rape? 

oil spill 

all over thine taint? 

let me fellate 

your corporations, pillage 

your constitution, 


fantasize about obama 
groveling to reptilians 
deformed as King George 
with a fetish for incest: 
picture him kissing 
the royal hand all clammy. 

i wanna crucify your bed 
with religious orders 
thatoughta’ be dead. 

let me terrorize your history lies, 
read it loud to you 
in an airport, 
mile high 

my rights to habeas corpus. 

i’m gonna wash 
that whore mouth of yours 
with sodium lauryth sulfate, 
censor 

your fluorinated water 
with yellow caution tape. 

let me USD A . 
your seed stores, 
mansanto your mom's rain barrel 
with my patriot act, 

glen corp 
your third world, 
coal mine 

your offshore account 
with my hedge fund, 
trickle down 
your economics. 

talk politics to me baby, 
do me 

on a pile of bail-out money 
w h i 1 e s i n g i n g my country his of thee 

ring ring ring ring ring ring 
banana phone , banana phone —please 
leave a message at the tone. 






I am right. 

I am writing. 
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Great many have called it the wind of change 
Invisible breath like warm water waves 
Someone has called it an ocean of truth 
Clear or blue or salty youthful splashes 
Change in truth do we uncover in wind 
Does it come in luscious glittering plumes 
Does it crash upon clouds made of weaved dreams 
Does it rustle the branched sky as loudly 
These .leaves are made of moving melody 
A song on the edge of discovery 
Oh how much we learn when we sit fully 
Sea bathing to balance salinity 
A fresh breath carried from miles away 
H 1 wind wash scars from my life stiffened face 


Sonnet #7 









if we laugh 
we say we 
know our settings 

better than 
the likes of those 
who snivel 
out/with proud 
sorrow entire 
this end 
of life known 
as I and you. 

As l and you 
sit perplexed 
and bemused 
there are wars 
and negations 
and other people 
with better jokes. 

1 As I and you 
run our tongues 
over the old hare lip 
, of comedy and critique, 

1 and you 

forfeit the secrets of mayhem 
for algebra 

'systematically 
agreeing that x 
computes neater 
than skin and terror. 
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Sonnet of Clifford 


Iron and gold smelted together 
Creating a goliath metal manj 
Glowing Azarc brain float-ing J 
In-side ciystalizing punk- JBH 
Rock whis-kay, eyes eons apart] 
Globules, 


Comprised of the fountain of youtff 
Rusted Nail screeching inKg||? 
Clifford’s knee, bringing shitj^j^^ 
To everyone’s ears B lj j re 
Liquefying dog’s brain^B 
Into the bowl for supper 
Lapped up in 


scrumptious goodyness. 


I stand up against sitting down!!! 


Fashion, the distance of dying up 








'To One Muse 1 


there are so much of you 
please tell me which 
to write to 


Twandelefera .. . ? 


there you have it. 


Twandelefera, for you it all 
it all changes. 


happens. 


for your joyous grace 
stagnation borns itself 

offers you opportunity 
that you may unclamp 
your shell 
and dip your sweet 
little toe 

upon the surface 
of lukewarm swamp 

waters. 


one. 

splash 


Human Beings, Dance! 





UMBER THREE 


OLUME CX 


LOOSE YOUR STAYS, LOVE 


say goodnight to fool grove tithing, /, 
try: on one pair of boots, then another il—— 
stagecoach, traversing upholstery of prairie— 
oxen brigade of consonants r j n 

insist upon the madness of harness, 
dirt men make camp, chop wood, yoke tension, 
their cut limbs two, point five, an im¬ 
perfect syllable, enjambed to suffer participle, 
the men represent reprehensible sensibilities— 
don’t 

do it! (first thought/best thought) 

defect! from fascist forefathers, L , _—■ - 

de facto detractors of state—dice them! 
with diamond blade. . ; : _ . r 


Perusing your favorite book aisle 
With a brand new pen 


I write poem 
I do good 


You haven’t told me I earned it 
But I hope I left you better 


Igt corf 


7.00A 
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Shayna Lynn 
Sonnet # 7 ^^^ 
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Sea G Rhydr 

Tularosa 
“A penny is a S] 


Matt Hylton 

“glistening golden” et al drunken haikus 


Stephanie Esposito & Ci< 

Colorado Can-Can Cuatrain 


Kelly ‘Cicada’ Musselman . 

A Sandman Soliloquy 
Mouth Muse t . f „ 

“Pray to the West until the hand of the Great 
“Not for peanuts would I go golfing” f * 


C ait Ian Mitchell Vjj 

1 he Poet’s Plea to Odin 

Refried Retrograde 

Haiku Quatrain H 

Sonnetto for Hopkins 

Gristle 

Invisibility 

Nemesis of the Invisible ^ | 
Mountain List 
Sequitor Sound 

Why Would the Mountain Speak? 
“-pardon” 

Love Poem for the State | 

“think I’m supposed to” jdjfejaEW 
Loose your Stays, Lovc”^^HhH 


K?." a,,,an v, 


°ntgom, 


Kellie & Caitlan 

“You want some” 


Kellie, Cliff, Bailee 

“Crossing over mad’ ? 


J, Matt Hylton 


Ira Liss “I write p 

Invocation ^^B^You have 
“Hello Everyone!” 

“I was born inside” 

“Oh, wow” 

“I am so creative and powerful” 
“Alone together!” 

“I am right” 

“It was an obstacle illusion” 

“I Stand up against sitting down’ 
“Human Beings, Dance!” 


Roseanna Frechette 

Mountain Writing Itself 





















Rydr Kamer 

Femur Attack 


Antonio Hernandez 

Pocket p oem 


Child-like 

“Skoodih 


lypoop, yea 5 
Sonnet of Clifford 


WiUiamJenni^ 

he Iimclvanrf 


TimeI y and Relevant Satire 


Scott Rowland 

^‘PPery slop, 


' e xhwill and schwastecl 


Stephanie Esposito 

you- 

In the green- M 

Dumb whore- ^— 

“Tiny men” 

“Perusing your favorite book aisle 5 


Kellie Rene JohnsonT| 

“Him feel it when” ■ 
“Poem Came Crawling” 
“Muse says chomp” 
Incantation 

“From a distance” Hi 

“enjoy the song” 

“Today I stood under rain’ 
For Margo, Demented a 
“If we laugh” 

“want to say is trying” pi 
“During certain days” ■ i : 
To One Muse _ 


Ala °kr°^ dangling 
(^political platfor 1 " ol 
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